596	A MODERN  COMEDY
places overseas. Well, they had funny accents here, too.
The accent had been all right at Slough—for if it wasn't a
boy got lammed. He remembered the first time his father
and mother—James and Emily—came down ; very genteel
(before the word was fly-blown), all whiskers and crino-
line ; the beastly boys had made personal remarks which
had hurt him ! Get 'em out of England ! But in those
days there had been nowhere for boys to go. He took a
long breath of the wayside air. They said England was
changed, spoiled, some even said ' done for.' Bosh ! It
still smelt the same ! His great uncle, one of ' Superior
Dosset's ' brothers, had gone as a boy to Bermuda at the
beginning of the last century, and had he been heard of
since ? Not he. Young Jon Forsyte and his mother—his
own first, unfaithful, still not quite forgotten wife—had
gone to the States—would they be heard of again ? He
hoped not. England ! Some day, when he had time and
the car was free, he would go and poke round on the
border of Dorset and Devon where the Forsytes came
from. There was nothing there—he understood, and he
wouldn't care to let anybody know of his going ; but the
earth, must be some sort of colour, and there would be
a graveyard, and—ha ! Maidenhead ! These sprawling
villas and hotels and gramophones spoiled the river. Funny
that Fleur had never been very fond of the river ; too slow
and wet, perhaps—everything was quick and dry now,
like America. But had they such a river as the Thames
anywhere out of England ? Not they ! Nothing that ran
green and clear and weedy, where you could sit in a punt
and watch the cows, and those big elms, and the poplars.
Nothing that was safe and quiet, where you called your
soul your own and thought of Constable and Mason and
Walker.
His car bumped something slightly,  and  came  to  a

